A Little Tribute to the best background character of all time.
http://imgur.com/UKV3GgK


Our heroine gazed over her collection of trinkets and bobbles stashed in her locker; formed from used pencils, pens, scraps of cloth, old science experiments, and photographs of her love taken while he was unaware.  Her locker was nothing but a shrine dedicated to a Lincoln loud; the smartest, handsomest, kindest, bestest guy in the entire country. She took in a whiff of the smell that emanated from her locker, and let out a deep and relieved sigh. The others around her locker made sure to step back from the rancid abominations that compromised her collection. She didn’t mind if she off put others though; it’s not like they would understand anyway. If anything it meant she would have less people to compete with! 

As she gazed into her locker, she couldn’t help but tremble with excitement. Tonight was the night she was to replace the mantle on her bed. The sweaty T-Shirt she had stolen from Lincoln’s locker post gym class had run its course, and though it had given her many a sweet and naughty dream, it was time to move onto something bigger.  She had spent weeks mulling over her plan, and tonight was the night where she could finally put it in action. It was as if the stars had aligned merely so she could enact her dream plan. 

While basking in the glory that would be tonight, she was completely unattached from her surroundings. Completely ignorant of the nasty looks sent her way when they either got a whiff of her or when a curious bystander took a gander at what was inside her makeshift shrine. This would prove to be a mistake, as she remained unaware of the girls who quickly surrounded her. In the blink of an eye one of the girls slammed her locker to a close, hitting the girl's face in the process and knocking her to the ground in the process. 

“Hey Cyclops, are you still being a creeplord?” 

A familiar voice echoed throughout the hall while calling her out using their nickname for the girl.  Jorden, Cookie, and two of their other rude friends stood above ‘Cyclops’ who was now face first on the floor. Though she didn’t pay any mind to their words, instead putting her hand to her face.  Her left cheek was probably bruised pretty badly from what it felt like, and then there was a cut towards the end of the bruise where the door’s lock must have hit her when it was being slammed shut. She could already feel the tears start to pool in her eyes due to the pain.

“Hey! That wasn’t rhetorical!” Cyclops flinched as she could see Cookie raise her leg.  However, a bell blared across the hallways before she could give the girl on the ground a good kick. Jorden and Cookie looked at each other, and back towards their friends. Cookie and the two who Cyclops didn’t know quickly dashed to class, leaving her alone with Jorden. Cyclops tried to stand and reopen her locker, but a hand grabbing at her hair kept her from doing so. Jorden dragged Cyclops back to the ground and then gave her hair a tight pull before drawing in close to her ear.

“Remember, make a big deal out of this and we’ll spread news of your creepy little habits to all the teachers we can. Oh, we’ll also tell that loser Lincoln, and then his sisters.” With that, Jorden dropped the girl back on the floor before rummaging through the purse she kept in her locker. She drew nearly thirty bucks from it before slamming it shut again. The sound of something breaking and cracking when the door slammed shut again tore Cyclops’ heart in two.  Jorden giggled while sticking the girl’s cash in her pocket before also rushing back towards class, leaving the bruised girl on the floor in front of her now damaged locker. 

Late for class, face bloody and bruised, and now thirty bucks short, Cyclop’s couldn’t stifle her tears as she picked herself up and reopened her locker; all the articles she had collected now messily thrown about inside it. Even some of her pictures were torn due to the debris that had been so violently scattered around. Her tears turned from a light drizzle to a heavy downpour, pouring down her face as she inspected her damaged collection. Nearly three minutes passed before she could muster the strength to grab her books and head to class, hopefully Ms. Johnson wouldn’t be too mad at her for being late.

 As she shuffled down the hallway, the sounds of running caught her attention. She turned to see none other than Lincoln himself barreling towards the class alongside her. She caught his eyes, and he stared at her as he ran by before coming to a screeching halt when he saw the bruised side of her face. 

“Woah, what happened to you?” Lincoln inspected her left side as he circled her. “Whatever, come with me for a second!” Lincoln grabbed the young girl by the wrist and gently dragged her towards his locker. Cyclops couldn’t even bring herself to go ‘What?’ or ‘Huh?’ as she was dragged along, not that she would want to resist anyway. The feeling of his skin against her sent the butterflies in her stomach into overdrive and the pain that had spread across over the left side of her face seemed to dissipate while in contact with the boy. After nearly two minutes of being silently pulled along, they eventually came to where Lincoln’s locker was.

“Give me a moment!” Lincoln shouted with an awkward enthusiasm while scrounging through the mess. Throughout his search, a small button and picture of Lincoln with Clyde fell out onto the floor. She stuffed the photo into her pocket as silently as possible, while making a mental note to edit out the undesirable, then put the button back on the shelf it fell off of. “Oh, Thanks!” Lincoln said before returning to his search. Cyclops tried to hide her blush while waiting for Lincoln to finish his search all the while.

“Found it! Now, let me get this for you. It’s hard to apply it properly to yourself.” Lincoln spoke before facing the girl; his palm holding several awkwardly shaped band aids. He peeled one open and spread the dry part across his palm and then slowly brushed it over part of her right cheek. She could feel a light sting as a small spatter of liquid oozed over the cut; the pain caused her to wince and pull back. However, Lincoln managed to push the rest of the bandage against her and around the wound while she pulled back. 

“Oh, sorry. Forgot to say it might sting a bit!”

“No…sorry for pulling back. Thank you Lincoln.” The girl muttered while keeping her face away from his.

“It’s nothing to worry about! Also, have these! These ones you can probably apply yourself if this one ever falls off or you ever want to change it. Now, it’s time to get to class!” Lincoln proclaimed with another burst of awkward enthusiasm after closing his locker after handing her the spares. He took a few steps and gestured for the girl to tag along with him. At first she panicked and backed a few feet away, but then her brain gave her a kick in the side. They had classes together! And of course a gentleman like Lincoln would walk her to her classes.  She slid up to Lincoln and walked alongside him, while also fiddling with her phone. She made sure to take as many pictures as she could of him up close, though she struggled with making much progress due to having to keep him from noticing her having her phone focused on him. She could only get five or six decent pictures before he spoke up (while also giving her a good spook, sending her nearly a foot in the air.)

“So what happened? That bruise looks pretty nasty.” Lincoln asked, while visibly resisting the urge to prod at the wound and inspect it.

“I uh…was roughhousing with my brothers and accidentally fell down the stairs.” She lied meekly, while noting once again that Lincoln proved himself to be amazing , even worrying about a girl such as herself. Though she did have siblings, they would never do anything like that with her, most of the time they barely recognized her presence at all. 

"Really? Me too! Well, sorta." He beamed at her brightly, it was obvious he felt her pain. 

"Oh, you have a rough life at home too?" She asked, feigning ignorance. Truth be told, she already knew about each and everyone of his siblings and their hobbies. She also knew that tonight every one of them would be out of the house due to the family fun fair, and that was when she would strike! She couldn't help but grin at the thought; a grin that Lincoln returned when their eyes met again.

"Yeah! That's actually why I'm running late. First Luan turned my room into a minefield while i slept, then Luna was playing her music so loud I couldn't gather the little ones because they couldn't hear me, and then Leni got lost when she walked to Lucy and Lynn's room, and they weren't being helpful either..." Lincoln trailed on about the morning's events. It sounded an awful lot like how it usually went from what she's heard from eavesdropping on him and Clyde before. Cyclops nodded her heard occasionally and mumbled a 'ok' and 'Mmmhmmm' occasionally to show she was listening as they walked, quickly approaching their shared classroom. 

Once they approached Ms. Johnson's class, they both silenced themselves as they heard their teacher's voice through the wall and walked into the room. Lincoln lead in front of his companion. Once they entered, Johnson didn't skip a beat and pointed at them and then towards their seat, still answering questions revolving around their next math test. Lincoln and Cyclops shuffled silently to their seats, Lincoln whispering to Clyde on the way to his chair. Once seated, Cyclops saw Lincoln look over at her, and then waved once she noticed him. After waving, he quickly drew out his books and started copying all that was on the board. She did the same, though constantly gazing at Lincoln whenever she had a second to spare.

With that, the day passed by relatively calmly and quickly. Eventually Johnson pulled Cyclops aside and asked her about why she was late to class, and if she was OK. She made quick work of the teacher's worries with a well placed Lie about falling at home; one that would coincide with what Lincoln would tell her if she ever talked to him about being late as well. 

Once classes were over, Cyclops instantly set her plans in motion; quickly throwing all her books into her locker while re-applying all of her memorabilia of her crush. She also applied one of the band aids Lincoln had given her, while putting the second spare in at the top of her locker to rest with all of her other trinkets. She then took the photo she acquired from his locker and made an incision around Lincoln, cutting out the unwanted intrusion of Clyde and a few pedestrians who were caught in the photo's crossfire. This photo she kept in her purse, not wanting to risk such a find being damaged the way her other photographs were earlier.

Once she had properly removed all the unwanted details from her find and threw the scraps away in the nearest trashcan, Cyclops did a double-take of the hallway to see if it was clear. Once she saw that no one was around, she gave the picture a quick kiss. Then a second kiss, and then a third. Soon she was slobbering all over it, licking it from top to bottom and leaving little saliva trails whenever he lips parted ways with it. The sounds of running broke her from her little daze, and she quickly wiped off the photo on her skirt before holding it behind her back; observing the origin of the sound as it approached. She let out a sigh of relief as she saw it was just one of Chandler's lackeys bolting to his locker. He paid her no mind as he flew through the hallway, quickly leaving her alone once extracting whatever he needed from his locker. Cyclops pulled the picture out and gave it another quick peck before putting it away. She had places to be and for a few hours that place would be home. 

She shambled home, making sure to take the scenic route both to burn time and avoid as many people as she could. It was a long walk made cold and uncomfortable by a sudden appearance of clouds and a heavy breeze. Cyclops was not dressed for the occasion and walked home facing the wind; the arctic blast feeling like a storm of pin-pricks against her bare legs, arms, and face. Had she been a superstitious girl, she would had taken this as an ill omen. Instead, she tried to revel in the poetic atmosphere it generated, while also briskly walking home so she could get something warmer on. 

Nearly thirty minutes of shivering and briskly walking later, Cyclops made it home. The driveway was empty and the lights off, as per usual. Her family was never around when she was for the most part; her mom and dad both working swing shifts and her older brothers having night-classes. She let out a meek sigh before entering her home and heading to the kitchen. On the counter lay a microwavable dinner with two brownies her mom had made on top; as well as a note and her weekly allowance of forty dollars. 

 
	' Love you Honey! Remember to study for that history exam coming up! Love you! xoxoxoxo' - Love Mommy and Daddy


The note gave her an embarrassingly sappy smile, and she got to writing them a little thank you note once she started up the microwave and put in the dinner they left for her.  Once Cyclops had finished digging into her meal and writing a note for her parents, she sauntered upstairs. Once she got to her room, she went to work on the three padlocks she had installed on her door. She used the key she kept on her person first, and then one taped to the backside of her poster on her door, and then brought out the third from beneath the cactus that was seated on the stand nearly two meters away. Once all the locks came loose, she made her way into her room and quickly brought the door to a close behind her.

Once the door was closed, Cyclops quickly brought herself to the edge of her bed. She brought her face up to the mantle and rubbed the clear side of her face against the stolen shirt that decorated it. She then took the biggest breath her little lungs could muster, and wallowed in the scent of Lincoln's old shirt. Instantly all of the painful memories of the day's events faded away and were replaced with relaxed and indecent thoughts. She also filled her thoughts with the memories she had of Lincoln guiding her through the hallway and connecting with her on their family lives. She felt a little naughty about having to lie about how she got injured, but it was better then the alternative of letting him know she was being bullied by some of the most crafty skanks around. Plus, her little secret was much safer this way.

As she replayed the day's events in her mind's eye, she made sure to hang up her newfound picture of Lincoln in her bathroom, alongside some of her other more valuable pieces of memorabilia she wouldn't want to get damaged at school. She gave each piece of her collection a saliva-stuffed kiss before resting herself at a desk that was placed towards the corner of her room. The desk itself had four drawers that were each filled with different poems and pictures. Cyclops had nearly an hour before she could enact tonight's plan; so for now she would spend her time doodling herself kicking in Ronnie Anne's ugly teeth.


...


Three drawings of Ronnie Anne crying in the corner bloody and bruised while Cyclops made out with Lincoln later, and it was about time to head out. She made sure to store her newly made drawings into the 'Never Show Lincoln' folder; otherwise known as the 'NSL'. It was directly on the opposite side of the desk of the folder she planned to give him if she had the courage to ask him out (if Anne and him ever broke up). 

Once her NSL folder was updated, Cyclops took the time to dress for the occasion. She changed out of her skirt and shirt into jeans and a hoodie, she wanted to be ready to brace the weather. Once she had changed, proceeded to re-attach all three of the padlocks to her door and then hide her two other keys beneath her cactus and behind the poster on the door. After that, she dropped the third into her pocket. None of her family had made it home yet, so she left a note on the fridge's door saying she would be hanging out with a friend to study tonight. Once her little lie was in place, she swiftly made her door and began the thirty-two minute long walk to the loud house.

The walk was just as cold and breezy as expected; though a light drizzle began to pour around the twenty-five minute mark. She didn't mind too much though, she appreciated the atmosphere. Eventually Cyclops reached her destination, and couldn't help but feel her stomach churn with excitement and nervousness. Their 'vanzilla' was gone, and all the lights in the house were off. Yep, they were definitely at the family fun fair. Cyclops grinned and walked towards the side of the house where Lincoln's room was. It was easy to spot, as it laid half-open facing away from the rain. It was just like Lincoln told Clyde, he always kept it open if he ever needed to sneak past his parents into his room. Her grin widened, proud that her eavesdropping skills paid off once again. Once she confirmed the location of Lincoln's room, her eyes swept across the neighborhood. No traffic, no lights on in any of the nearby houses, and a complete lack of parked cars nearby. Perfect.

Cyclops was quick to scrawl up the side of the house, using every technique she could remember Lincoln mentioning at her disposal. Though the rain quickly turned from a drizzle to a pour, and made grasping edges and shingles much tougher then it had any right to be. What should have taken two minutes max turned into a eight minute climb. Fortunately, fate was on her side. Not a single car drove by throughout her vertical adventure. Once she made it to the window, she hoisted herself inside and promptly took out her phone. She snapped pictures of each part of his room she could, from below his bed to the posters near the ceiling fan.

Two-hundred and seventeen pictures later, Cyclops jumped onto Lincoln's bed and stuffed her face in the pillows at the head of the bed. She sniffed the pillow while holding it to her face, thrashing around the bed in excitement. Then a spot on the pillow caught her eye as she gazed over it; a wet spot. 

"Lincoln's drool..." She mumbled to herself, staring at the spot as if she was under a trance. She stared at it for another five, six seconds and then lashed out at it with her tongue. She licked, suckled, and tasted the dried saliva; making sure that not a single piece of fabric his sleeping spittle had touched would go untasted. Quickly she was unable to taste his leftovers, and the lack of stimulation brought her back to reality with a snap. She had a job to do! She couldn't afford to make out with his pillow the entire time, not when she had underwear to steal!

Cyclops dropped the pitiful excuse for a backpack she was carrying onto Lincoln's bed and started to drive through the hamper he kept in the corner of his room. Instantly the urge to stop working and stuff herself in his old smelly clothes took over, but this time she managed to resist. She went through until she reached the bottom, throwing aside all the shirts and jeans that came in between her and the greatest piece of memorabilia she could acquire. Once she reached the bottom of the pile, she gasped and almost fell back onto the bed behind her. There it lay, at the very deepest end of the pile of clothes; like a Diamond hidden among gold and silver. Lincoln's Victory undies. 

Touched them nearly sent her into spasms, and she dared not bring them close to her face at all. One whiff and she'd probably be quivering on the floor until the family came back from the fun fair. She carefully, slowly dropped the undies into her bag, and then managed to relax. Now that her main mission had been accomplished, she could head home. At least, that's what she had originally planned. But after seeing and feeling everything in his room, the urge to take more grew within her. He wouldn't mind if a pair of socks or a few shirts went missing right? Cyclops started to stuff her bag full of clothes and trinkets she found scattered about the room. She tried to focus on things that he felt her unrequited wouldn't mind, such as a pair of his standard shirt'n'jean combination, one of his Ace Savvy comics he had three copies of, and...

Bunbun. 

How had she not noticed Bunbun before? The stuffed bunny sat at the very corner of Lincoln's bed, wedged between it and the wall. She reached out towards Lincoln one and only stuffed toy, and then sat it on his desk next to several of his action figures. Should she take it? She knew that if she nabbed it and then ran home he would never know it was her who took it. But then that would make Lincoln sad, and that's something she would always want to avoid if possible. Maybe she could take Bunbun's shirt? No, that'd be almost as bad.  Maybe she could just leave it at this? She had what she came for, plus a shirt and jeans, and one of Lincoln's old comics. Her holy grail was in tow, yet she was still wanting? 

Cyclops never got the chance to decide if she wanted to take Bunbun or not, because the sounds of a garage door opening brought her out of her conundrum. She slung her backpack across her shoulders and bolted to the window to view what was outside. The loud family was home and taking out instruments from their van, grumpily bringing them into the garage. The young girl began to hyperventilate, she should have had at least an hour! Why were they already back? Cyclops quickly decided to escape the house through the back door on the first floor, hoping that if she was fast enough she could wait in their backyard until the coast was clear and escape. However, before she could even leave Lincoln's room she could hear doors slamming downstairs. Then shouting. 

"Oh my god, I LITERALLY can't believe they cancelled the rest of the fair because of a little rain."

"I wanted to show Izzy all of the big Lizards!"

"Lynn! Help Lincoln bring Luna upstairs!"

"Awww! She hasn't woken up yet?"

More shouting and footsteps could be heard, and as the sounds of people coming up the stairs approached Cyclops made the only move should could think of. She dived under Lincoln's bed; bringing her backpack with her. The footsteps then trailed away, then back, then away again. 

"Now Help me bring your father upstairs!"

Then there was heavy grunting and panting, as well as the sounds of Lincoln and (who Cyclops guessed)was his mother carrying something heavy. Once the footsteps passed, the sounds of bed-springs crying out filled the hallway for a little less then a second, followed by silence. Cyclops body was shaking with nervousness, this was the worst thing that could have happened. Well, besides being caught. Now she had to look for a chance to escape while all thirteen members of their family were home, look for a chance while being stuck in Lincoln's room no less. Just the thought of it made her break into a cold sweat. 

Fear turned to boredom, however, as the wait grew longer and longer. Ten minutes passed, followed by another ten, then twenty, plus another twenty. Cyclops felt she would fall asleep before Lincoln even touched his bed, and then the door slammed open. Instinctively Cyclops rolled as close to the wall as she could, now right below the small crack where her 'host's' bed met the wall. 

"Aaaah, now It's time to unwind!" Lincoln said, singsong in voice. She could then see a shirt and jeans hit the floor while the bed above her started to creak. She could barely hold a delighted squeal. Lincoln was reading comics in his underwear! Cyclops could barely contain her giggles, though her situation was dire she couldn't help but love every second of being locked inside this room with Lincoln. As the time began to flow again, something she should've expected(but wasn't prepared for) came to fruition.Though it was subtle at first, slowly the smell of Lincoln permeated the room. Her body began to heat up and her cheeks flush. Cyclops felt as though she was about to enter heat. She squirmed in place, resisting the urge to go to town on her lower half while intoxicated by the smell and presence of the young oblivious boy. 

Her mind swam into overdrive, and she wallowed in her daydreams while waiting for Lincoln to fall into a beautiful sleep. She wanted to cover his face with hundred of little kisses, to stuff her face against his body to take in every scent and odor he produced, to suckle at his toes to hear how he might giggle or moan, to brush her fingers through his luscious white hair, to have him rest his head in her lap and watch him nap, to have his hands cradle her cheeks, to rub their faces against each other, to feel his embrace and hug each other so tightly it hurts...

Her mind continued to swim, and then it swam into the deeper waters, the waters a girl who had recently experienced her sexual awakening would love to explore. She wanted to taste Lincoln's nipples and have him do the same to her, to put their tongues together for so long and so roughly that when she pulled her face back it would be sore, to slowly jerk off Lincoln and edge him on for hours and burn his pleading, desperate face into her memory forever. To see his face as she locks her lips below his little crown and sucks him off to completion. Now, what would his seed taste like? Would it be something she could savor and enjoy on a regular basis? Something she would eagerly drink from the tap every morning and night? OR would it be a bitter brew, one that she drank to prove her love for Lincoln. Would she pool it in her mouth to show him, and then drink it all after he gave her the go ahead? Cyclops liked to think she was the kind of girl who would force herself on her lover and make it so Lincoln didn't have a choice; forcing him to rupture in her mouth and enjoy every second of being abused by his should-be lover. Of course, that means she needed to be good enough so that Lincoln would forgive her whenever she got greedy; something she would eagerly begin to practice soon. 

As she daydreamed, the boy above her began to shuffle in his bed. Again out of reflex, Cyclops rolled as close to the wall as possible. The shuffling continue, and then stopped. She saw a hand appear above the crack between the bed and the wall. It carried something white, soft, and very recognizable. The hand let loose its contents, and cyclops froze in place. For less then a second it felt as if time had froze, and her life flashed before her eyes. Today's events replayed like a slideshow before her as she could see her impending doom fall closer and closer. She closed her eyes and winced as the fabric fell across her face. She held her breath, and then slowly, sluggishly opened one of her closed eyelids. Her fears were correct, that was Lincoln's underwear. As cute as the realization that Lincoln slept naked was, her head became preoccupied with a very important decision. 

The part of her brain that handled the urge to preserve her well-being told her to throw it aside or bag it before sniffing it. She knew that the moment she opened her mouth or nose she was gone. However, the urge to taste and smell Lincoln's warm... sweaty... smelly... damp...

Yep, she was masturbating right now.

Holding her breath, she took her hands down to her waist and carefully unzipped her jeans. Her zipper was complacent and quiet, she easily managed to slide her jeans off of her legs and push them next to her backpack. The shuffling of Lincoln above her easily masked the sounds of her stripping out of her pants. After she removed the obstruction, she put one hand against her clit and the other against the underwear that laid on her face. Slowly she inserted her ring and middle finger into her cunt, twisting her clit with thumb and pointer fingers all the while. Then with her other hand she grabbed the fabric and held it tight against her face as she could. Some of the clothe wadded up against her nose, while the rest of it rested against her lips. Then, she inhaled. 

Instantly her body spasmed and quaked. Through force of will that would impress even Olympians, she managed to stifle a gargantuan moan. Instead simply shaking in place, her tongue making it's way across the crotch hole in the underwear. She lapped up every ounce of leftover sweat and warmth she could. Her fingers silently going to town on her pussy all the while. Several seconds and one good whiff later, and her body once again shook with pleasure. She silently convulsed underneath the bed when suddenly it shook again.

"Time for a late night snack! And maybe a trip to the bathroom." She heard Lincoln say as he got up from the bed. The sounds of digging through a laundry pile nearby eased her worried heart. A few seconds and one pair of old underwear later, Lincoln left the room. As he left, Cyclops's brain developed the most brilliant and sultry idea it had ever conceived in her twelve years of life. She knew it was a terrible idea, but she also knew that every second would make her entire life pale in comparison to the pleasure she was about to experience. 

First, she wrapped the current pair of underwear that rested on her face across her head. It was stretchy and large enough so that no damage would be done. She position the crotch-hole to rest right across her lips, while one of the underwear straps acted like an eye patch of sorts. Her pussy already felt lonely, but she resisted the urge to explore her cavities and pleasure herself for another minute. Instead, she put her hands inside of her backpack and brought out Lincoln's victory undies. She proceeded to wrap those across her head, making sure the crotch-hole for this one overlapped with her lips as well. The red fabric of the victory undies covered up her spare eye. Now she could only see, smell, and taste Lincoln.  In the back of her head, she couldn't help but imagine looking like some cartoonish pervert who strapped the underwear of girls across his head, but that thought was quickly overridden. She slide her backpack over to where her head was and rested her face against it. Then, she brought both of her hands to her cunt. One of them stimulated her clit viciously while the others ravaged her miniature pussy. With no one in the room, she thrashed across the floor and moaned to her heart's content.

"Ooooooh GoooOOooOood...." She moaned while her body spasmed all over the floor beneath the bed. She was in utter bliss, spending more time in orgasm then out; the constant stimulation on her senses easily sending her body into quakes. Every sniff, movement of the tongue, or blink felt better then the one before. As her tongue explored both the flies that were spread over her mouth, her tongue brushed against something crusty. Her body went from quaking to nearly being in a seizure as she lapped up all of the crusted remains of Lincoln's discharge. Her mind swam through the possibilities as she pleasured herself. Did he have a wet dream while wearing these? Did Lincoln already experience the pleasures of masturbation? Was his body this mature already? She made sure to suckle extra hard on the fabric containing the cum crusts, savoring the taste of it as best she could.

For a little over twenty-six minutes Lincoln was away, and the entire time Cyclops made sure to squeeze as much pleasure from the experience as possible. Her fingers were constantly in motion; one hand constantly kneading her clit while others reaching for her most sensitive walls. By the time Lincoln returned to his room Cyclops was just a twitching mess on the floor. She couldn't even gather the strength to lift her hands away from her cunt.

A few hours passed as she waited for a chance escape, and just as she had hoped, Lincoln eventually fell to a snooze. He snored lightly, and weakly tossed about in his bed as he rested. Once Cyclops was sure she was safe, she gingerly lifted her backpack and jeans while getting up from underneath the bed. She went to the door and opened it half-way, not wanting to tempt the gods of creaky-woods. However, before she left, she turned back to face the boy sleeping on the bed. Two things caught her eyes. One was that bunbun still sat unprotected by the edge of the bed, and the other was that there was just enough light to get a good view of Lincoln's adorable sleeping face. Cyclops made two decisions in the split second it took for her to turn around. Although she decided she wouldn't earlier, she nabbed Bunbun and threw him into her backpack. After that, she took out her phone and took a baker's dozen of photos of Lincoln's drooling sleeping face. She giggled softly as she put her phone away in her backpack, and then bolted down the stairs and to the door that let to their backyard. To her delight; everyone was in bed and her escape was a cinch. Not even one of their five pets saw her as she left.

The moment the back-door closed behind her; Cyclops took the time to properly remove the underwear she was wearing over her head while also putting her jeans back on. The feeling of denim rubbing against her pussy-juice soaked thighs wasn't pleasant, but it certainly was more comfortable then going the run back in the home naked from the waist down. Once everything was where it should be, she slung the backpack around her shoulders and bolted home; only stopping when she needed to catch her breath.  

A twenty-minute run later, and Cyclops stood outside her home. Judging by the cars that were parked and what bedrooms had light on, she could say both her parents and one of her older brothers were home. So she made sure to come in through the back and as silently as her little body would allow creep up the stairs. Once she crept pack everyone's room and got to her own, she performed the ritual of finding all her keys and opening up her triple-padlocked door. She quickly went inside and shut it gently - but swiftly behind her. It was nearly two AM and she was dead tired. However, she had plans and couldn't afford to sleep just yet.

Underneath her bed laid one of her biggest and most embarrassing non-Lincoln secrets. A vibrator she had stolen from her mom, under the pretense of throwing it away because she found it and didn't know what it was for. Truth be told, she knew exactly what is was for and knew her mom would go along with her little lie. Both due to her age and the embarrassment factor. So Cyclops went to pull out her toy from underneath her bed and unbuttoned her jeans half-way. She pulled them down far enough so that she could squeeze the toy into her folds; and then pulled her jeans back up. She winced as it slid in, and then again as she pulled her jeans up as far as she could go. She buttoned them up so that the only way that toy was coming out is if the jeans tore in two. Then, she opened up her backpack. Quickly she threw both pairs of Lincolns underwear over her head again. Both of the flies re-aligned over her mouth again, and she had to hold herself back from flipping the vibrator's switch early. Before she could immerse herself in any more mind-consuming pleasure, she made sure to place Bunbun on her desk; on the side where she put content not to ever give or show Lincoln when she inevitably would try to ask him out.

Once bunbun was sorted out, she grabbed her old bed-frame decoration. Once Lincoln's old gymshirt was in her hands, she draped it over her head. With that, all of her preparations were complete. She flipped the switch on her stolen vibrator and instantly her world began to twirl.

Thank god her room was soundproof, because this time Cyclops didn't even try to contain her pleasure-soaked howls and moans. She used her left hand to roughly twist and tease her nipples while with her right she held Lincon's old shirt, stuffing it into her mouth and nose through the open flies that were still covered in her drool. Filled with bliss Cyclops convulsed on her bed like a dying animal; hollering and crying out in constant pleasure. She quickly got to the point where she couldn't even move her arms of her own accord, instead just violently shuddering on her bed as the mechanism that she trapped in her cunt brought her to heaven. 

Cyclops definitely wasn't going to school today.